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how I love Somebody* 

f~XF all the fwains both far and near, 
V 3 My eyes did ever fee, 
Them 's one I love ikc^rejy dear, 

And truly he loves ate; 
The youth is. ever w^h my heart, 

So kind he is and true. 
For O how 1 love .f< >,hf -body lovefornebody 

I do indeed love loo ebody, 
But vfill not, dare nor, will not, wont telj 

who. But will not, wont tell who 

YVher.p'er a ftory I advife, 

Or taik of love a bit, 
Mv mother always chides and cries, 

lb-re's time enough as yet : i 
E ' my deaf lad does not think so, 

So i-ind he is and true. 

For O how I love fomebody, kc* 

The ring is bought, and, better ftill, 

' lis true, upon my life, 
The wriest will make us, fo he will*, 

Next Monday, man and wife, 
O then I ^ ill be inade a bride, 

Indeed I wifh it too : 



For dearly 1 love fomebody love fomebody, 

I do iiv'e«d love fomebody, 
But v?ill not, dare not, will not, wont tell 
' who, But will not, wont teil who. 

- The Frciiy Maid milking her Cow. 

TT was on a fii c rummer's morning, 
X As birds fw lly fung 'on each bough, 
I heard a fair mauUweeUy finging, 

As flic fat a milking her cow. 
She fung with a voice Fo melodious, 

That made me Icarce able to go ; 
My heart it ^ as fmother'd with forrow, 

By the pretty maid milking her cow* 

I courteoudy t hus . id falu'e her, 
Good-morrow fair amorous maid, 

I'm your captive Have for the future — 
K:»id Sir, do not tenter, fhe laid : 

I'm not fuch a precious jewel, 
That you could remember me fo j 

I'm but a piain contry girl, 

Said the pretty maid milking her cow. 

All India can't afford fuch a jewel, 
So charming a tranfparent fair ! 

Pray do not rdd flames to my fuel, 
But content and love me, my dear. 



Take pity, and grant my clefire, 
And keep me no longer in woe ; 

Come love me, or elf. IT* expire. 

You pretty maid mitkirig your cow. 

I don't underftand "what you mean, fir, 
I've ne'er been a flave yet to love ; 

Such amours I feldcm experiene'd, 
Therefore your affections remove. 

To marry, then, I can affure you, 
Is a thing that I can't undergo ; 

Therefore, young man, pray excufe me,— 
Said the pretty maid milking her cow. 

No young man could excufe you, 
Or it would be againlt his own will j 

To pen your perfections in beauty. 
Some volumes I'm fure it would fill. 

1 would patiently wait for an anfwer, 
My deftiny pray let me know ; 

Your confent till death be the ranfom, 
You pretty maid milking your cow. — 

I pray, fir, withdraw, and don't teafe me, 

I'll never confent unto thee j 
I like to live fmgle and eafy, 

Till more of this world I do fee. 
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Left care it fhould early embrace me, 
Befide that my fortune is low ; 

Until ! grow rich Til not marry, — • 
Said the pretty maid milking her cow. 

To fay you would wait for a fortune. 

Is a civil way to deny ; 
But I have got money and cattle, 

Dear love, all your wants to fupply. 

Delays are attended by dangers, 
And youth it has no fecond fpring j 

And likewife when beauty is faded, 
It ne'er will return again, 

A fair maid is like a (hip failing, 

She knows not how long (he'll fafe go, 

For in every biaft (he's in danger, 
You pretty maid milking your cow. 

An old maid is like an old almanack, 
Ufelefs when once out of date ; 

If her ware is not fold in the morning, 
At noon it goes at a low rate. 

The fragrance of May is foon over, 
Garnifh'd with beauty, you know ; 

All blooms are confumed in October, 
You pretty maid milking your cow, 
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Of a 9 the A iris the Win' canblaw. 




v¥ a' the airts the win 5 can blaw 5 



For there the bonny laffie lives, 



Tho' wild woods grow, an' rivers row 5 

Wi' mony a hill between, 
Baith day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I fee her in the dewy flowers, 

Sae lovely, fweet, and fair ; 
I hear her voice in ilka bird, 

Wi' mufic charm the air : 
There's not a bonny flower that fprings 3 

By fountain, (haw, or green, 
Nor yet a bonny bird that fmgs, 

But minds me o' my Jean. 

Upo' the banks o' flowing Clyde 

The kffes bulk them braw, 
But when their beft they haeputon^ 

My Jeany dings them a' : 
In hamely w r eeds fhe far exceeds 

The faireft o' the town, 
Baith fage and gay confefs it fae^ 

Tho 5 drefs'd in ruffet gown. 



I dearly like the weft ; 



Thelafs that I lo'e beft ; 
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The gamefome lamb, that fucks the dam, 

Mair harmlefs canna be, 
She has nae fau't, (if fie we ca't) 

Except her love for me. 
The fparkling dew, of cleareft hue. 

Is like her (limine een. 
In fhape an' air, wha can compare 

WV my fweet lovely Jean, 

O blaw, ye weftlin win's, blaw faf u 

Amang theleafv trees, 
Wr gentle breath frae mnir an 5 dale. 

Bring hame the laden bees ; 
An' brine the laffie back to me, 

o 

That's ay fae neat an' cleax), 
Ae 5 blink o' her wad banifh care, 
Sae charming is my Jean, 

Whatfighs an 5 vows amangthe knows, 

Ha'e pall atween us twa ; 
How fain to meet, how wae to part, 

That day fhe gade awa'. 
The powers aboon can only ken, 

To whom the heart is i'een, 
That none can be fo dear to me, 

As my fweet lovely Jean, 
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The Banks of the Dee. 

Jr ¥^ ^ r AS' Aimmer, and foftly the breezes wer,e 
JL blowing, 

And fweetly the nightingale fling from the tree, 
At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 

I fat myself down by the banks of the Dee : 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on thou fweet river, 
Thy bank's pureft ftream lhall be dear to me ever, 
For there I fir ft gain'd the affection and favour 

Of Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee. 

But now he's gone from me, and left me thus 
mourning, 

To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he ! 
And ah ! there's no hope of his fpeedy returning, 

To wander again on the bank* of the Dee. 
He's gone, haplefs youth ! o'er ihe loud roaring 
billows. 

The kindeit andfvveeteft of all the gay fellows ; 
And left me to fhay 'mongft thefe once loved willows, 
The lonelie^ maid on the banks of the Dee. 

But time and my prayers may perhaps yet reftorrc him, 

Bleft peace may return my dear fhepherd to me ; 
And when he returns, with fuch cale I'll watch o'er 

He never fhall leave the fweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee mall then flow, all its beauties difplaying, 
r l he lambs on its banks fhall again be feen playing, 
While I with my Jamie am carelefslv ftraying, 

And tailing again all the fweets of the Dee. 



FIKIS. 



